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THE ALDINE. 
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THE SNOW-FLAKE. 

Who taps upon the window pane, 
Her shivering fingers wet with rain ? 
A traveler from the frozen north. 
By tyrant tempests driven forth, 
She wanders in the storm and night, 
But thinly garmented in white. 

" The North-wind ordered me to go — " 
Thus speaks the Spirit of the Snow, 
" To please him I would gladly bring 
Whate'er he asks — he is my king, 
And yet, so truly am I free, 
I wander where I will to be." 

" O tell me where you gained your crown 

Of icy gems ? your ermine gown ? 

Your cape of lace? your rainbow wings ? 

Are these an offering of the kings ? 

They are so fair, I'd gladly know 

From whence they came, thou nymph of snow ! " 

" Each one who owns my name and race. 

Like me, is clothed with fairy grace. 

Here, take this little hand of mine, 

I lay it lovingly in thine. 

Come, will you not, and dance with me ? 

How happy then we both shall be." 

As eagerly I turn to go. 

Loud laughs the Tempest at the Snow, 

He tears her from my fond embrace. 

He flings the hailstones in my face. 

And nothing now is left to me 

Of her who was so fair to see ! 

— Wm. Whitman Bailey. 



CINDERELLA. 



Her real name was Lucinda. I doubt if Jane Gay 
had ever read the story of the Little Glass Slipper; 
but if she had she never would have thought of giv- 
ing to her one baby such a heathenish, out-of-the- 
way appellation as Cinderella. The child was named 
for her grandmother ; a good, old-fashioned substan- 
tial name that had been in the Gay family for gene- 
rations. Not that any one called her by it, unless, 
once in a while, in some sudden stress of anger or 
offended dignity. Sometimes it was Cinda, but gene- 
rally Cindy — and this last name the girl liked best 
of all. She learned to like another still better after a 
time — but thereby hangs a tale. 

You remember the gold-fever, the sudden wild en- 
thusiasm that swept over the whole land like a tor- 
nado in 1848, and bore so many adventurous young 
men to the Pacific coast ? Well, Philip Gay was one 
of the first to go, and one of the first to die. He 
never came back. His wife led a half-and-half sort of 
existence that was not life, for a year or two ; and then 
followed him to the unknown land that is at once so 
much nearer and so much farther than California. 
Very far, very reniote it seemed to the little Cindy. 

But she was not left utterly desolate. Aunt Tilly 
lived in Millthorpe ; and after the funeral she took 
the child home with her. After the cottage and the 
bit of land were sold, and the debts were paid, it was 
found that there was a trifle left — enough, if well in- 
vested, to clothe the girl and to send her to school 
for a year or two. So she was not quite penniless. 

And there in Millthorpe we find her, on the eve of 
her eighteenth birthday. It has been a long, hot 
July day ; but now the sun has gone down in a blaze 
of glory, and a soft purple haze lies low in the valleys. 
The house, which stands well back from the village 
street, is thrown open that the grateful cool of the 
evening may steal in at window and doorway. Mrs. 
Munro stands in the wide entrance hall, with a 
troubled face, and an open letter in her hand. Her 
daughter, Elizabeth, a tall, dark-haired girl of twenty, 
bends toward the west window, reading by the fast- 
waning light. Laura, the younger, lies languidly on 
the sofa, fanning herself. 

Cindy has just finished putting away the tea-things. 
She has polished the last tea-spoon, made the glasses 
clear and bright, brushed the crumbs off the pantry 
shelf, and " set sponge " for to-morrow's baking. 
For her, too, the hour of rest has come, and she has 
dropped down on the back door-step, for a little cool- 
ness and quiet. Not that she is so very tired ; for 
she has perfect health, and is generally the blithest 
little creature under the sun. Yet, to-night, she looks 
a trifle worn and weary. 

The garden lies behind the house, and its straight 
path, bordered on each side by sweet, old-fashioned 
flowers, stretches away before her till it is lost in the 
little triangular meadow ; the beautiful meadow where 
the lilies grow so abundantly — red and yellow bells. 



heavy with jets and rubies. And as she looks, from 
over the way comes the full, rich voice of the minis- 
ter's daughter, chanting in the twilight, 

" Consider the lilies of the field, how they grpw ! They toil not ; 
they toil not — neither do they spin." 

A tender smile steals oyer Cindy's face, and pres- 
ently she joins very softly, under her breath, as it 
were, in the music : 

" And yet I say unto you — I say unto you — that even Solomon 
in all his glory was not arrayed — was not arrayed like one 
of these — like one of these ! " 

Just then Mrs. Munro came out with the open let- 
ter in her hand. 

" I don't know what to do, Cindy," she said. " I 
hate to refuse, and it's such a fuss to have h'ni 
qome ! " 

" Have who come. Aunt Tilly ? " 

"Oh, I forgot! You don't know. Why, I have just 
got a letter from that Miss Alden, who boarded here 
one summer. She wants me to take her brother for 
a few months. He's a painter, or something." 

Cindy's face sparkled all over. " He's more than 
that," she said. "Miss Alden told me about him. 
He's a real artist." 

" What's the difference ? " asked Aunt Tilly. " I'd 
be willing to have him come, just to oblige his sister, 
but it will make so much more work — and — " 

"Never mind that. Aunt Tilly," interrupted Cindy. 
" I don't mind the work, if you think best to' have 
him come." 

Brave little Cindy ! She never did " mind the 
work ; " and the result was, she had it all to do. 
Those who are willing to be burden-bearers for 
others, have no difiiculty in finding the burdens. Not 
one of that family meant to be unjust or ungenerous. 
But Elizabeth was " literary " in a very small way. 
She was fond of her books, fond of study. She wrote 
verses for the county paper, and it was vaguely hinted 
that she was engaged on something that would some 
time, etc., etc. Of course her time was quite too 
precious to be wasted on house-work. 

Laura was a fair, placid, indolent beauty. She did 
not like to wash dishes, for it spoiled her hands. She 
did not like to sweep, for it made her back ache. She 
did not like to c6ok, for it reddened her face. As for 
Mrs. Munro, she was one of those women to whom, 
be she old, or be she young, the grasshopper is a 
burden. 

. So it happened that, in the system of co-operative 
housekeeping practiced in this servantless house- 
hold, the willing hands did whatever was hard or 
disagreeable, and the others co-operated when they 
felt like it, or there was something particularly pleas- 
ant to be done. 

Money was not over plenty in the house ; and to 
take city boarders — just as an accommodation, you 
know — was considered a respectable way to eke out 
a moderate income. It was an easy way as well, 
when there was a Cindy to the fore. Before she went 
to bed that night Mrs. Munro had written to Miss 
Alden that rooms should be in readiness for her 
brother the last of that week. 

He came, this Winthrop Alden, a handsome, manly 
looking fellow, in spite of a recent illness. Well 
born and well bred, with plenty of blue blood in his 
veins, which was yet warmed and enriched by the 
red of our common humanity — an artist, as Cindy 
had said, but with so much of ancestral wealth that 
he could afford time to do good work and to do it 
well — full of all beautiful enthusiasms, with an eye 
that was quick to see, an ear to hear, and a heart to 
feel whatever was best worth seeing, and hearing, and 
feeling, was it any wonder that he was sweet-tem- 
pered and charming, and that he brought into the 
quiet house a glow brighter than that of the summer 
sunshine? 

It does not seem strange to me that, in less than a 
week, there was a fluttering in that dove-cote. Every 
one of these girls had her own ambitions ; even Cindy, 
who had not found it out yet. Elizabeth was only 
sensible of a vague longing for "something better 
than she had known" in Millthorpe — for a higher 
culture and a loftier living. Laiira was beautiful, and 
she knew it, and meant to make the most of it. Beau- 
tiful with mere physical beauty — the beauty of round- 
ness and coloring, of pink-and-white flesh, blue eyes 
and golden hair. She was not going to marry a 
Millthorpe clod-hopper — do her own work, tend her 
own babies, have .two calico gowns a year — and, may 
be, a new silk once in five — not she ! She was wait- 
ing for the prince to come and array her in satins, 
and laces, and jewels. But she was not such a fool 



as to say this even in whispers ; and to all appear- 
ance she was sweet simplicity itself, guileless and 
unsophisticated as a child. 

What was Cindy's ambition? It had taken no 
tangible form as yet. But God had given this girl, 
who had never seen more than two or three really 
fine pictures in her life, whose knowledge of the 
miracles of art was confined to a few engravings and 
photographs, an instinctive love of form and color, 
and a burning eagerness to reproduce them. The 
creative instinct was strong within her. She drew, 
as the bird sings, from pure love, with no thought 
of what might come of it. But up-stairs, in her 
own room, there was one bureau-drawer filled with 
precious scraps, bits of card-board, drawing-paper, 
envelopes, and what not, covered with pencilings, 
outlines — hints of the glowing life of the girl's heart 
and brain. There were crude attempts at color, too ; 
here a flower, there a spray of grasses ; now a child's 
face, and then a bird with folded wings. There were 
glimpses of sunset skies, and one stretch of blue sea, 
with a lone ship fading in the distance. 

Every girl has her own sweet secret, and this was 
Cindy's ; something to be done and joyed in ; some- 
thing to think of in the night-watches with strange 
exultation ; something that made the monotonous 
routine of her daily life endurable; but yet that was 
not to be talked about or displayed to curious eyes. 
Had she had a loving mother, she would have shown 
her every pencil-stroke. Aunt Tilly was kind enough, 
but there was a difference. As for the girls, they 
knew just about as much of her inner life as they 
did of the Egyptian girl — the weird and withered 
mummy of the last caravan. Cindy was a dear little 
thing, to be sure. But she was so domestic. She 
had no taste for an3rthing but house-work. Then why 
should she not do it ? 

I said there was a fluttering in the dove-cote. The 
studies that formerly held Elizabeth lost their attrac- 
tion, and she began to feel an intense interest in all 
that pertains to art. Raphael, Guido, Michael Angelo 
— these became upon her lips as common household, 
words. She never tired of sitting, metaphorically 
speaking, at Winthrop- Alden's feet and being taught 
of him. Art was the one thing needful, and her very 
soul did reverence at the shrine of the genius that 
could make the fleeting beauty of a day immortal as 
the stars ! 

All this was very pleasant to., Winthrop Alden. He 
had not expected to find such appreciation in this 
little country village, and the homage that looked out 
of the girl's dark eyes was the subtlest of flattery. 

Laura played a different game. She was arch and ' 
saucy and coquettish. She praised his work to-day, 
and made fun of it to-morrow. Then, when she had 
succeeded in annoying or wounding him, her peni- 
tence was most bewitching; and, with tears in her 
sweet blue eyes, and a quiver of her child-like lips, 
she would plead her ignorance and inexperience, and 
beg his pardon with dangerous humility. 

One day she came running to him with a pretty 
affectation of simplicity. 

"Oh, Mr. Alden," she said, clasping her hands, 
" if you would only teach me how to draw !' I have 
wanted to learn all my life. But how Could'I, away 
up here where there are no teachers — no an)rthing? 
Maybe," she went on, naively, dropping her eyelids till 
the long lashes swept her cheeks, " maybe I could 
appreciate your work better if I should try my own 
hand at it, and learn some of its difiiculties." 

Mr. Alden laughed outright. ^It seemed supremely 
ridiculous to him that he — Winthrop Alden — should 
be asked to give lessons to his landlady's daughter, 
and the idea of her being able to judge of his difii- 
culties by any she was likely to encounter ! But the 
very simplicity of the request was so amusing, that 
he said : 

" Very well, Miss Laura. It is a bargain, if, in 
return, you will be my guide to all that is beautiful 
and picturesque in this wild region." 

" Oh, thank you ! " she cried. " I have been long- 
ing to show you some lovely views ever since you 
have been here, but feared you would think me in- 
trusive. Shall we go up to Sunset Rock to-night, 
Mr. Alden ? I'd love to go ! " 

Poor Cindy! For the first time in her life she 
envied Elizabeth and Laura. This new hero of 
theirs was no less a hero to her. As for loving him, 
she would as soon have thought of loving a star, or 
the sun itself But this man was the embodiment of 
all her dreams. He did with easy, careless grace — 
the ease and grace of a god, it seemed to her — the 
very things that she longed to do. He lived her 



